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The House Next Door
The land upon w hich the
Freem an H ouse was built
originally belonged to LeRoy
Pope. In 1840, George Steele
cam e into its possession, giving
us another tw ist o f irony as we
shall see later on when a watercolor o f C. K. C olley’s m odifi
cation o f S teele’s C ourthouse
was m iraculously salvaged by
custodian N athan Dean. In
1906, Sarah and Ellis
Bainbridge deeded the property
to C. H. G ilbert who erected the
present structure in 1907.
Sallie and Tom Freem an purchased the property in 1922, for
$7,500 and in the next quarter century gave it a nam e, the Freeman
House, and an im portant role in the com m unity. Tom Freem an, as
genial a host as any o f that distinguished cadre H untsville has
produced, w elcom ed guests to his hom e with the sam e flair he
dealt out a poker hand and plied his traveling salesm an occupation.
All will agree, however, it was his wife, Sallie, Sarah M ason
Freeman, who ran the house and m ade it “hom e away from hom e.”
Ken Turvey fondly recalls M iss Sallie always asking him when
h e ’d be sprucing up to go out, “W here you going, K en?” ju st like
he was a m em ber o f the family. W hen his folks cam e to town they
w ere expected to eat there, too.
M iss Sallie was fam ous for her Southern cooking. Interestingly, her
tw o star boarders, A lbert Lane and Ken Turvey w ere Yankees by
birth and palate. It took them a w hile to get used to certain o f M iss
S allie’s dishes. One in particular, they could not abide was stewed
okra. Turvey said he tried eating it, but he ju st couldn’t. H e laugh
ingly recalled the teasing he took when he tried various jellies
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on the com bread which was a daily staple. Excerpts from Albert
L an e’s letters hom e could have been written as well by Turvey.
W hile we ca n ’t be sure (whether) it was som ething in the food they
ate or d idn’t eat, it m ust be observed that both gentlem en courted,
fell in love, and m arried within a year or so after their arrival, and
that the Freem an House was their launching pad to matrimony.
A lb ert Lane...Freem an H ouse B oarder
T here were four loves in A lbert L ane’s life: art, music, M ildred,
and God. H untsville shared him with Battle Creek, Italy, and the
Sm ithsonian in W ashington, D.C., as he pursued his loves. In 1955,
he m ade his operatic debut in Florence, appearing in both opera
and concert in Italy and Sicily. Returning to New York in 1957, he
sang a concert perform ance o f “R igoletto” with the A m erican
Sym phony Orchestra. The M idw est claim ed the Lanes from the
late 1950’s to 1963, w hen he accepted a position as Visual Infor
m ation Specialist with NASA’s M arshall Space Flight Center.

M ildred Lane 1944
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Throughout the next decade,
A lbert sang and painted his
way into H untsvillians’ hearts.
M ildred also was active in
m usical, com m unity, and
church affairs. A lbert left
H untsville again in 1974, to
jo in the staff o f The National
A ir and Space M useum of
The Sm ithsonian. W hile there,
he was a soloist in the C hoir
o f the Old C hrist C hurch in
Alexandria. In 1976, after the
m useum opened, A lbert returned
to H untsville.The three
loves o f A lbert’s life
had been largely dedicated to his
last love. And, in 1983, at the age
o f 66, after a lengthy illness he
w ent hom e to be with God.

Old Christ Church

A lbert L an e’s last work.
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Som e m em ories fade, but fortunately L ane’s letters from 205
Lincoln will give us all a fresh look at the Freem an House, H unts
ville in 1939-40, and at ourselves. Leaving his close-knit fam ily in
Battle Creek, M ichigan, A lbert Lane set out to m old his career as
artist by answ ering the call o f M onroe Letterheads, Huntsville,
Alabam a. Surely the hand o f G od was at work bringing this young
m an, bursting with talent, into our midst. His “Sagredo” in Galielo
Galilei, “Tony” in The M ost H appy Fella, “Tevya” in F iddler on
the Roof, still sound in our ears and our hearts as we rem em ber
A lbert L ane’s rich and vigorous voice and spirit.
L ane’s watercolors o f Huntsville hom es and landm arks are prized
possessions. His letters indicate that he valued the gifts God had
given him and sought to develop them with dedication and disci
pline. Yet, his generosity o f spirit led him to give freely o f him self
and his talent. The w atercolor on the cover is typical o f him. In
splashes o f greens and blues, browns and whites, and dashes of
black, Lane throws together a memory, a keep-sake gift for the
lucky recipient, in this instance the Freem an’s.

1979 portrait o f
Albert Lane

by
Bonnie Henderson
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His boss, D. C. M onroe, a leading Huntsville businessm an and
band leader, found Lane lodging at the Freem an House.
H untsville’s noted baritone and visual artist would stride right in to
the city ’s cultural and social life, learning its “Southern” ways over
early m orning coffee with “Mr. Tom ” and contributing his “Yan
kee” perspective. Quite a catch, his arrival was duly noted by
H untsville’s fairer sex. H aving looked over the field, L ane’s eyes
soon fell on M ildred Baker, a Scottsboro native, who lived on
Holm es and w hose high school English teacher, J. G. Roy, intro
duced to the young m an-about-town.
War clouds gathered as the rom ance blossom ed. Upon graduation,
M ildred w ent to w ork for the draft board in the old Post Office on
Holm es. W hen A lb ert’s induction notice came, instead o f mailing
it with the others, M ildred hand-delivered it to her sweetheart.
Those were anxious days, as A lbert was to report to Ft. M cClellan
and then, assum ing he passed the physical, be sent to his initial
assignm ent straightaw ay sans fond farew ells. M ildred will never
forget the sinking feeling she took to bed with her the day he left.
N or will she forget his rapping at her front door at 4:00 the next
morning, w hispering loudly, “I fooled
you, didn’t I!” Surprised and greatly
relieved, M ildred and A lbert
celebrated his perforated ear drum,
a malady that kept him out o f the
service every tim e he tried to enlist.
The w artim e fever that sent many
to the alter in those years, worked
its pow er on them as well, and they
were m arried in January, 1942, at
the Episcopal C hurch o f the Nativity.
D uring their courtship M ildred frequently dined at the Freem an
House. Sunday lunch was a favorite time. M ildred always rem em 
bered the advice A lbert gave her the first tim e she ate at the busy
boarding house: take everything that is offered to you the first tim e
it is passed, as you m ay not see it again. She loved to watch the
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Sunday ice cream being hand-m ade by the black help out on the
porch o f the little house in the back yard.
Am ong her keepsakes, A lbert’s letters which she shares here for
the first time, reveal his wry humor, lighthearted criticism o f many
things “Southern,” and his adherence to Christian fam ily values.
As he m atured and his talents crystalized, L ane’s deeply religious
nature becam e abundantly clear in his art and music. It would
please his heart to know that the Freem an House and his old room
on the second floor front abound in the beauty and jo y of music
provided by the C entral Presbyterian Haw thorne Conservatory.
K enneth V. Turvey...Freem an House Boarder
Ken Turvey still treasures m em ories o f his first day in Huntsville.
H ired as the D irector of M usic o f the First M ethodist Church, he
was m et at the train by church m em ber Holding Hom burg, C hair o f
the M usic Com mittee. They w ent by the church where he met the
staff and then Hom berg delivered him to the Freem an House. It
was January, 1955. M iss Sallie had his room ready for him. It was
o ff the living room, the closed part o f a screened porch. Years later
when he would see M iss Sallie, she w ould give him a hug and tell
him his room is “just like you left it.” Not that he spent m uch tim e
in his room , if his first day is any indication. That evening he was
invited to attend rehearsals o f the C om m unity Chorus then directed
by his future m other-in-law, Mrs. Hamm. W hen he got to Ridley
H all at Nativity, he was asked to play B raham ’s “How Lovely Is
T hy D w elling Place.” W ithin less than a tw elve-hour span, the
m ajor elem ents of Kenneth T urvey’s life had presented them selves.
T here was nothing topsy-turvey about it. He went straight to w ork
contributing his talents to the community. A lm ost a half century
later we are still enjoying his gifts. The Freem an H ouse will
always resonate with his quiet charm and majestic m usic making.
From the “Cotton B oys” to the M usic Men, the Freem an House
was forem ost a place for career-m inded young men to live and eat.
But, in the 1950’s, when the town was bulging at its stretched
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seam s, M iss Sallie took in young ladies as well. They occupied the
upstairs room s. Ken Turvey recalled that several young ladies
room ed and boarded when he was there in 1955-1956. But, he
protested, “I was N EV ER, N EVER on the 2nd floor!”
The H ouse was in transition then, as it is now. M iss A lyce began
teaching little aspiring first graders w hose birthdays disqualified
them from fall entry into public school first grade.
If ever a house had the proper credentials for the role it is to play in
the future, this house does. Fam ous for its hospitality, for its
brilliantly-gifted boarders, for its educational background, now
because o f another set o f G od-given circum stances, it will serve
future generations o f m usically talented young people.
First as boarding house, then as school, and now as Conservatory:
from sustenance for body to m ind to spirit, throughout the musical
m otif is as strong as O rganist Em eritus G eorgette G raham ’s longest
peale on the old pipe organ. Was it accident that the Freem an
H ouse boarded the likes o f A lbert Lane, H untsville’s prem ier
baritone and visual artist, and K enneth Turvey, Mr. M usic him self,
long-tim e conductor o f the H untsville Com m unity Chorus. Think
o f the spirits loose in that conservatory! Then add to that the
beautiful soprano voice o f M arguerite C artwright. This is an
angelic choir.
And, because o f her W ill and R honda M itchell’s Vision, and Carol
Ann S am ples’ devotion, the Freem an H ouse will for years to come
ring out with m usic, m aking a joyful noise. A nd generations will
be blest.
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